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Author's Notes: 

Fluff, smut, and banter all at once! First thing I've written with these two that's new in FOREVER. | wanted to 
write some bickering and banter, mostly because | grasp their personalities and characterizations better these 
days, and the smut is self indulgent as per usual. Hope you guys enjoy my latest take on the Steve/Bruce 
dynamic! 


"Wot the fuck? Bruce, get off!" 


Steve hissed as the smaller man promptly dropped down on his lap, trapping the magazine the bassist had been 
holding between them in a crumpled mess. There was the remnants of a hangover headache pounding in his 


head already, and this hardly helped. 


"And where the fuck else do you s'pose | sit, then?" the singer snarled right back, glaring daggers over his 


shoulder as he motioned with one arm towards their surroundings. 


Reluctantly, the older man raised his head to take a peek, and sure enough, there really were no available 
seats. Nicko had brought his latest girlfriend, Ade a few girls that he was most likely intending to bang by the 
end of the evening. Dave was chatting it up with some mates, emptying and reopening beer cans on hyper 


speed. Groaning, Steve leaned back in his seat and accepted defeat. 
"Ye could sit on the bludi floor, y'know. It's an option," he muttered. 


"Yeah, right. Fuck knows what's down there, but with the way my damn shoes keep gettin’ stuck, that's not an 


option" 


Bruce folded his arms defiantly across his chest as he scooted further back, making sure to keep himself 
firmly poised in case the bassist would attempt to shove him off either way. 


‘Its not like I'd be sitting here willingly if there were any other spots open 


"Fuck ye, too," Steve shot back, punctuating the words with a sharp elbow to Bruce's back as he attempted to 
get back into his magazine, using the smaller man's shoulders for leverage. 


At least Bruce was quiet, Steve favouring it to him running his mouth. Bruce had no damn off button, he 
never stopped fiddling about or yapping unless he was sleeping. And barely even then, considering bassist 
recalled Bruce talking in his sleep every single time they had been bunking together on tour. He was getting 
used to the weight on his lap, almost forgetting the fact that it was Bruce of all people settled there, until the 
singer started shifting. Tapping his right foot persistently, impatiently. Drumming his hands against his thighs, 
head whirling back and forth, from one side to the other. Soon enough, there were long auburn strands of hair 


covering the pages; making reading the goddamn issue a downright impossibility. 
"Can ye fuckin’ sit still?" 
"Sod off" 


‘lm gon’ drop ye if ye don't sit still, cunt," snapped Steve, angrily swiping Bruce's hair aside to get a better 
view; his wedding band getting accidentally stuck in the strands. 


"Ouch! What the fuck, Harry?" Bruce whined in response, yanking his head away and scowling angrily back at 
the bassist. 


"| didn't fuckin’ do it on purpose!" Steve protested as he did his best to free himself. 


"Yeah, right! Fuckin’ arsehole," cussed the singer under his breath, threading the fingers of one hand through 
his proud mane while the other rubbed at his sore scalp. 


Steve rolled his eyes at the childish pout on the younger man's lips, those big copper eyes looking way too 
innocent for the person they belonged to. The singer had always known how to make good use of his baby face, 


even now as he sulked like a five year old boy. Relaxing a bit when there were no further remarks or whining, 
the bassist let his shoulders slump as he went back to reading. He got halfway through a meaty paragraph 
about the latest inventions of studio mixing, when the other man began to wiggle about again. Unable to muffle 


the frustrated sigh, Steve looked up again. 
"Bruce, I'm fuckin’ serious, ye better fuckin' sit yer soddin' arse still or I'll--" 


"Or you'll what?" Bruce interrupted, and Steve raised his eyebrows at the strange tone to the younger man's 


voice. 


Blinking his eyes a couple of times, taken aback by the bold retort, Steve soon furrowed his brows again. Still, 
he caught a glimpse of the singer's face when he peered over at him; something mischievous in his eyes, and 
what might be akin to a smirk on plump lips. The bassist tilted his own head to the side, trying to get a better 
view but all he saw was the fall of long, brunette hair. Shaking his head, he cursed under his breath and once 


again, attempted to return to the article. He wanted to finish it already. 
"Or you'll what, Harry?" Bruce repeated. 


Steve chose to ignore him and offer no response, he wasn't in the mood to play along with whatever Bruce 
was up to. Finally, he got to the end of the page, and turned to the other side. Yay, the joys of further reading 
in Bruce's company. Straightening his back, Steve wriggled his hips as he scooted back onto the chair. It creaked 
under their shared weight, and he leaned his head against the wall. Somewhere to the side, he heard the giggles 
of the ladies Ade had brought along; as well as Dave's drunken hollering. Blocking it out, the bassist might have 
been able to focus properly - had Bruce not shifted again. He too was changing positions, spreading his legs a 


little bit to the sides of Steve's and inching backwards. 
"Bruce, wot the ‘ell are ye doin?" 


Nearly exasperated at this point, the older man snapped his magazine shut and glared at the back of Bruce's 
head. If looks could kill, he was sure the singer would have dropped down dead instantly. Yet, he swallowed hard 
as he felt the other man's ass pressing into his hips, and subsequently the upper area of his crotch. Glancing 
downwards, Steve was for the first time made aware of their close proximity, the beginnings of a blush 
seeping into his cheeks. He placed both hands flat against Bruce's waist and ushered him forwards to make 
some space for himself - except the singer wouldn't budge. Not even a little, except for leaning his upper body 
forwards a bit. 


"Bruce." 
"Mhm?" 
"Move" 


"Why?" the singer drawled in a coy, sing-songy voice while still keeping his face out of view. 


"Because | fuckin’ say so!" 
"Yeah, | heard you." 


Now, the tone was cocky, full of attitude and Steve pursed his lips; trying and failing to once again usher Bruce 
off of him. Then, out of nowhere, the singer began to bounce. Rocking his weight back and forth, from his 
heels to his toes. Subtly, not enough to anyone around them to really notice. But with the vibrations it cause, 
his ass still molded to the bassist's crotch area, something noticed. 


"Get off," Steve's tone was a bit more urgent now, its pitch higher as a sense of dread began to settle at the 


pit of his belly. "Or sit still” 


It mingled there, with another familiar tingle he knew well. One that made the bassist's heart drop, his entire 
body tensing. But instead of heeding the demand, Bruce continued to bounce ever so slightly, putting his full 
weight onto his ass as he straddled the older man's lap more overtly. Eyes wide, Steve gave another semi 
panicked shove but once again, the singer was going nowhere. Paranoid, his gaze darted around the room, 
desperate to make sure no one was looking their way. And no one was; Ade and the girls gone - either to 
smoke, or shag. Nicko and his girl making out in the corner. Dave and three other mates - Steve only knew one 


of them was named Jimmy - playing drunken poker, the floor around them littered with empty beer cans. 
"You sure you want me to sit still? Doesn't feel like it," Bruce mused, tone dripping with sarcasm. 


Mouth feeling dry, Steve knew Bruce could feel the way his body was reacting by now. He felt an electrical 
surge of arousal stab at his crotch, felt the way his own cock twitched in response. The rhythmical 
stimulation was enough to make it harden, and there was no way the singer wasn't aware. Especially as Steve 
felt the harsh zipper of his own jeans rut against the sensitized head of his erection, making his thighs spasm 
against his will 


"Bruce." Steve grunted, his tone somewhere between a moan and a plea 

"Didn't know you fancied blokes, or is it just me?" 

Bruce's voice was suddenly sultry, dripping with a taunting sort of flirtatiousness. It made the older man's cock 
throb, the constant friction enough to keep the man from pushing the singer away. It was wrong, so wrong. 
Still, as Bruce begun to shift a bit faster, rocking his hips faintly back - Steve felt his hips arch to meet the 
motion. Felt the full, plump ass cheeks against his shaft. Hands still on Bruce's waist, the long silky hair 
brushing over his wrists and forearms. The scent of too much cologne. A deep, husky chuckle. 


"Feels good, eh?" 


"Bludi - Bruce, get off! S-sumbody might--" 


Steve tipped his head backwards, biting his bottom lip hard before he could trail off into a moan when the 
singer ground his ass particularly hard against the head. Instead, a hitched breath left his nose; eyes sliding 
shut before the bassist immediately snapped them open again. He couldn't forget himself, they weren't alone. 


Although, they might as well have been 
"You want me to get off, or do you want me to get you off?" 


Bruce stopped then, turning halfway around as he peered over his own shoulder. Blunt, straight bangs framing 
his face; dimples on display as a sliver of teeth hinted when he smirked knowingly. His eyes were bright, full of 
confidence - pupils wide-blown and devouring the irises. Wanton. The sight, along with the suggestion, made 


Steve's cock damn near jump in his pants and he dug his nails into Bruce's sides. 


"Which one is it?" said the singer, innocently cocking his head to the side as he motioned towards their 
‘company’. "They won't notice a thing, | guarantee you that, if that's what you're worried about." 


"B-bruce," Steve took a deep breath to steady himself, despite the tidal pulse of blood through his member 


making coherent thought damn near impossible, "I don't fink this is--" 


"Bollocks. It's not like | can't feel your prick poking me in the arse." 


Ducking his head, the older man felt the flush return, its intensity magnifying. He'd have thought he'd lost the 
ability to blush, what with the way his dick was aching, but apparently not. 


"Thought so. Now, let me help you with that. Can't walk out of here with that stiffy now, can you?" 


Bruce's smirk grew as he nonchalantly shrugged. Taking one last look over his shoulder, Steve swallowed hard 
when the singer shifted a bit awkwardly. He swung both legs to the same side, before moving until he was 
back straddling the bassist's lap - this time, facing him. His expression was all eyes, lips and flustered cheeks - 
he looked downright dirty, and Steve's cock twitched again. He daredn't look down at his own bulge, refused to 
see how far gone he was. Awkwardly, he fumbled for a place to put his hands, hesitating before resting his 
palms against Bruce's thighs. Bruce's bare, hairy, thick thighs - exposed by a pair of shorts already too short 
for modesty. Only then, did the older man realize that Bruce, too, was turned on by this. 


“Alright, let's see what we can do," chuckled the singer, as if this was the most normal thing in the world; 


while slipping one hand between Steve's legs to give the bulge a firm squeeze. 

Steve gasped, one hand coming up to slap it over his own mouth. 

"S'nice, eh?" 

Steve couldn't reply, could barely look the other man in the eye. Still, his hips arched; pushing forwards into 


the hand offered. The singer's palm pressed down hard, grinding its heel into the root of the shaft. 
Momentarily, the older man's eyes slid shut, an unsteady breath slipping past his lips. Then, there were fingers 


at his fly; popping open the button, pulling down the zipper, parting the flaps. He shuddered, the cool air of the 
room gushing over the thin fabric of underwear - over the damp spot that had formed there. 


"And you're already wet for me! Look at that, huh?" 
"Bruce, ju - just--" 


The older man wanted to tell the singer to stop it, feeling embarrassed already. Confused by his own reaction, 
confused by the arousal, afraid of what it meant. Still, another part of him couldn't bring himself to say it out 
loud. That part was getting off on the way Bruce was toying with him, amping him up with his snide, filthy 


remarks. 


"What is it, Harry?" purred the singer, leaning in closer until Steve could feel hot, moist breaths brushing 


against his own lips. 


Steve shook his head, and he almost yelped when a small hand pressed to the underside of his chin, gently 
nudging his head upwards. He swallowed hard, briefly meeting the younger man's gaze. It was slightly less 


confident now, and it was a stark contrast to moments ago. 
"You alright?" 


It was such an unexpected question, but the soft, genuine emotion behind it was obvious. Concern. Steve took a 
deep breath, giving Bruce a once-over, noting the flushed face, the more than eager hard-on tenting his tiny 
white shorts. Pinching his lips together, Steve gave a curt nod. Shutting his eyes, he nodded again; more secure. 
Then there were fingers freeing his member from the confines of briefs; a ring of fingers slowly closing 
around the weeping shaft. Steve shuddered at the touch, Bruce's hand a bit rough, a bit dry until it slid up the 
length to run its palm over the sticky, leaking head. Then, it slowly slid back down the length. 


"F-fuck." 


Another raspy chuckle, and Steve blushed. He wasn't usually so vocal, but it felt good - and the thrill of the 


forbidden, of the fear, of the wrongness of it all spurred him on. Heightened the sensations. 
"You.. would you mind helping me out?" 


Bruce's voice was, once again, much less confident than Steve was used to. He could tell the singer expected a 
no, and didn't want to seem upset or disappointed. Maybe he wasn't, but had just thought he'd give it a shot. 
Steve whimpered softly, hips snapping upwards on que as the pad of the singer's thumb grazed the sensitive 
tip. He didn’t offer any response, instead one of his hands blindly fumbled its way from the younger man's 
thick thigh, towards the crotch area He felt the hard bar of flesh through the fabric, noted Bruce's soft 
grunt on impact. He didn't think, used both trembling hands to pull the waistband down. 


Steve startled as Bruce once again moved, shifting to scoot even closer - the bassists eyes flying wide open 


Their bodies almost pressing together, hiding their sexes from view. Sure, their position might be compromising 
to explain, but much less so. Steve felt another tidal pulse of desire shoot straight to his dick, at the sight of 
Bruce's halfway parted lips; his heavy lidded, hazy eyes. A lazy grin twisted one corner of his lips upwards - a 
familiar tightening of lust humming through the bassist's entire groin area. The buzz was building, not only his 
cock and balls aching at this point. Glancing down, he noted Bruce's fat cock standing at attention, the head 


adorned with a couple of globs of pre-cum. It sprung from a nest of wiry pubes, no underwear as per usual. 
"Your first bloke." 

"Huh?" the bassist croaked, confused. 

"Me. lm your first bloke, aren't |." 

It was a statement. 

‘|... yeah." 

"Figures." 


Averting his eyes, Steve tried not to stare at the other man's member while the crimson blush on his face 
intensified, even as it bobbed in eager anticipation. It made his own hardness react similary, just watching it 
happen. The ring of fingers circling the base slid upwards again, slowly as they tightened - and dropped down 
hard. The moan that motion tore from Steve's throat was far too loud - both men stilling and glancing wide 
eyed around the room. Relief washing over them only after a couple of seconds of silence - they were safe. 
Steve thought his balls might burst, and his heart might explode in his chest. All he could hear was the pulse 


ringing in his ears, and Bruce's excited, amused half panting-half chuckling. 


"Here," said the singer finally, using his free hand to guide Steve's right one towards his own hardness. "You 


know what to do. Because you do wank, don't you?" 
"Sod off" 


"Thought so, just had to ask since you don't touch the groupies. Thought you might be a bloody eunuch or 
something," Bruce laughed. "Was worrying maybe it's Nicko I've been listening to getting his jollies off in your 
bunk every other night" 


A wave of mortification washed over Steve, but he had no time to be ashamed of embarrassed before Bruce's 


hand started stroking him in earnest. 


Tight, slightly hurried jerking motions - thumb passing the head on every upstroke. Biting his bottom lip; Steve 
whimpered while he forced his hips to stay put. At the same time, he forced his hand to close around the 
younger man's shaft. His clumsy hand gave it a languid stroke, and through the waves of pleasure washing 
over him, he noted the sound of Bruce moaning a "fuck yes, Steve" far off. It encouraged him, made him less 


hesitant. When he felt the slick wetness of the singer's pre-cum making his movements easier, the way the 


other man's hips bucked and arched towards his fist, he finally calmed down. 


At the same time, it was building steadfast. Every nerve ending awakened, Bruce's free hand coming up to claw 
at the back of his nape; clutching at the soft curls, tugging at them. Steve dug the nails of his free hand into 
Bruce's thigh, leaving crescent moon shaped cuts where his sharp nails broke the skin, clinging to the younger 


man to steady himself. 
"You close?" 
Bruce's voice was breathy, heady with arousal and ragged with strain. 


"Ah - yeah.." croaked Steve, nodding fervently as he thrust upwards into the fist milking him for all he was 


worth. 
"Look at me." 


It was such a strange demand, and the bassist couldn't help but open his eyes; vision blurry and hazy with a 
glazed, watery hue. He blinked to focus, saw the unadulterated lust mirroring his own in the singer's expression 
A lazy half smirk, Steve shyly looking down, only to catch sight of his own cock pumping up into Bruce's fist - 
the other man thrusting into his with equal abandon. Bruce moaned, a hitched, nearly strangled sound. It had 
Steve shuddering, the edge to close he could feel himself teetering right on it. He knew he was going to come, 


and it was going to be a big one. 
"B-bruce, l--" 
"I know, let me w-watch - | wanna see you cum." 


Steve lost it then; waves of pleasure crashing over him and his eyes rolled back into his head. He could feel 
each spurt of completion as it shot into Bruce's ready hand, could feel the fondling to the head; could feel 
wires of orgasmic tingles pulsing through his body. He forgot what his own hand was doing, until he heard 
Bruce's hoarse grunt, and strings of warm sticky cum slid between his fingers; down his forearm. Chest 
heaving, he finally stilled as the peak passed, settling into the aftermath with the other man's body leaning into 
his. His head spinning, he hid his face against the side of Bruce's neck, nose buried in soft silky strands. They 


smelled like cologne, like sex, like male musk. 
"Told you they wouldn't notice.” 


Another chuckle, Bruce's voice more breathy now, slightly choked. Clean hand still lingering at the older man's 


nape, now caressing it in slow, soothing circles. As if the singer could sense the bassist's inner turmoil. 


"Good, hm?" 


Steve nodded. It had felt good, far too good. He was still out of it, his cock only now beginning to fully soften. 
He became aware of Bruce's limp dick still in his own grasp, and shyly withdrew his hand. He wasn't sure of 
what to say, how to act, how to feel. He felt his heart hammering away, taking a deep breath to soothe 
himself, Bruce's scent filling his lungs. He wasn't going to think about what this meant, what it implied about 
him and his own masculinity. The younger man was so casual, treated it like no big deal. Steve wished he could 
do the same, as he willed the guilt and shame away stubbornly. Emotions running haywire, he suppressed 


every last bit. 
"Great. Don't think so fucking much, Steve. You'll ruin it" 


About to say something in protest - his defenses kicking in - the bassist stopped himself when he felt a soft, 
chaste kiss pressed to the side of his head. At least it felt that way, and a small nudged nuzzle followed. 


"Yer cocked up in the ‘ead." 

"Oh yeah? Like you're any better." 

"Sod off," Steve said, but there was no malice behind it this time. 
"Maybe later, if you're nice," Bruce simply chuckled in amused response. 


‘lm no fag," Steve muttered as he picked his head up, insecure eyes shyly seeking Bruce's; pleading with him to 
understand his predicament. 


Bruce scowled for a second, as if about to snap but he calmed down; expression softening as his eyes grew 
mellow. He sighed, and shrugged weakly, raising his eyebrows. The hand at the back of the bassist's neck 
tangling its fingers absentmindedly in soft, thick curls. In any other situation, Steve would have moved away. 


But not now. 
"So what? | didn't say you were, neither am I. | love good pussy and tits, you know that." 


"Yeah." Steve swallowed hard, withdrawing his hands and beginning to tuck himself back into his jeans, suddenly 
tense and awkward. 


Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed Bruce reaching over to the side for a conveniently placed box of 
Kleenex - unsurprisingly - to unceremoniously clean himself off. When done, he handed it over to the bassist, 
as if it were the most natural thing in the world. It helped the bassist regain some semblance of normalcy. In 
the corner, soft snores erupted from Dave who had promptly passed out across the table, his mates in 


similarly varied states of unconsciousness surrounding him. 
"It can be just sex, Harry. To get off. It doesn't have to--" 


Shaking his head, the bassist interrupted the younger man before he could finish the sentence. 


"No. 


The singer looked taken aback, eyes wide in surprise as he stared back at the older man. He said nothing, 
surprisingly and once again, Steve's skin crawled. He felt so on display, so vulnerable. Nothing like himself. 


"Then, what do you suggest?" asked the singer, after a long moment of silence; tilting his head to the side as 


he inquired. 
It was the bassist's turn to shrug. 


"Sumthin'. Anythin’. Just.. not nothin, y'know? Not just - not just sex fer the sake o' it, thats." he trailed off, 
picking idly at the button of his still unzipped pants. 


"Harry." 


Steve shook his head, unable to look the other man in the eye. He curled into himself a bit, a ball of fear 
eating away at the pit of his belly. 


"Steve" 


The tone was more demanding, much more stern and serious. That, accompanied with a gentle thumb stroking 
the sensitive skin behind the older man's ear finally made him cave; all resolves waning. He peered through his 


own curls, afraid, hands trembling nervously. Bruce had such a tender, knowing look in his eyes. 


"Don't think. It is what it is, like you always say. Alright? Doesn't have to mean you're a fag or anything, it's 
just us. Its us. How we get along. ls that enough?" 


"| spose, but--" 
"Not buts," Bruce pursed his lips, Steve wincing but relenting - surprising even himself. 


"Right," he mumbled, eyes slowly sliding halfway shut as the singer's thumb traced over the shell of his ear; 
the lobe to give it a little playful pinch. 


"Good" 


Then, just for a split second, the singer's lips were on his. Molded in a quick, chaste, innocent peck. Even after 
Bruce withdrew - the hand to the back of the older man's neck already sorely missed - Steve felt the flush 
seeping back into his face; the phantom touch of the kiss lingering on his own lips, of fingertips on his nape. He 
pursed them, watching as Bruce threw another glance over his shoulder before making himself look 


presentable and getting up. He stretched with a loud yawn. 


"C'mon then, I'm hungry. Wipe your bloody pants off and lets go get some pizza," he suggested, a bright white 


beam on his face; practically bouncing up and down with excess energy. 
"Its two in the fuckin’ mornin'" 
"So? There's always someplace open!" 


Steve shook his head in disbelief, but a smile was already tugging at the corners of his lips as he too got upp; 
dusting his legs off and checking for suspicious stains. Finding none, he fluffed out his hair. 


"Get fucking moving, Harry,” whined Bruce impatiently, half throwing himself at the older man as he ruffled his 
wild mane of curls; taking full advantage of his puppy eyes. "I'll bloody starve, and if | die, I'll make sure to put 
it on my headstone that you let it happen” 

"Ye can't fuckin’ put anythin’ anywhere if yer dead, wanker." 

Rolling his eyes, the older man swatted at the singer's upper arm, but it turned out more of a caress. 


"Then I'll haunt your arse ‘til you put it there. ‘Bruce Dickinson, starved to death on Steve Harris’! watch." 


"Sod offl" chuckled the bassist, unable to ignore the warm, fluttering sensation at the pit of his stomach when 
the singer paused, only to lean in and nudge the older man's cheek with the tip of his nose. 


"As | said, later if you're nice," he purred. 


Before Steve could even register the words, there was a strong arm draped casually around his shoulders, 
yanking him out the door. Had the arm belonged to anybody else, he probably would have shrugged it off 
awkwardly. Would have pulled away, uncomfortable with the contact. But not Bruce. Instead, he allowed the 
younger man to lead the way; chatting about anything and everything - while all the bassist could really focus 


on, was the homely sensation closeness and the familiar scent of Bruce filling his nostrils. 


